TALES OF DESTINT

in the rugged mountains, where brave tribesmen
guard the valleys which their ancestors tilled, and
yield allegiance to no one but their own hereditary
chieftains. Such was my country and my people, for
I am proud that in my veins runs the blood of the
man who for a hundred miles around my boyhood
home was known as The Tiger of the Pathans.
Behold in me a grandson of Shir Jumla Khan/'
The narrator folded his arms across his breast, in an
attitude of quiet dignity. After just a moment's
pause he continued:

" We were all born fighters, the members of my clan,
for during hundreds of years many a swarming host
had swept past the gateways of our territory,
Persians, Arabs, Afghans, Moguls, Turkmans,
hordes of fighting men- of every race and tongue,
sometimes marching south bent on conquest, at
other times returning to their homes laden with
rich spoils, and yet at other times defeated and
broken, with enemies pressing at their heels. And it
was the patrimonial right of our tribe to take toll
from all alike, from victors and vanquished, from
pursuers and pursued.

" Sometimes an army would pass through our
mountains under safe conduct from all the tribes,
and the price paid in money, horses, camels, and
cattle, cloths and other goods, would be divided
among the several clans. But in this practice there
had grown to be more danger for ourselves than
from forays or assaults on passing enemies, because
over the division of the spoils there would be
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